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One  Dove 
Down  in  Dixie 

by  Melinaa  Rainey  Tnompson 


A  personal  arsenal  of  shotguns  and  pistols  is 
still  an  expression  of  machismo  in  many 
areas  of  the  South.  Weaponry  seems  a 
part  of  the  cultural  identity.  Why?  Perhaps  this 
is  some  misguided  perception  of  the  Romantic 
chivalric  tradition,  the  Old  South,  and  Charlie 
Daniels'  "The  South's  Gonna  Rise  Again"  redneck 
kick -ass  identity  crisis  manifesting  itself  in  modern 
male  aggression.  Maybe  G.I.  Joe  is  more  appeal- 
ing to  the  good  ol'  boys  than  Barbie's  long-time 
companion.  Ken.  But  when  did  the  great  outdoors, 
dogs,  camouflage,  and  4-wheel  drive  vehicles  all  get 
tied  up  together  with  guns?  Bumper  stickers  with 
logical  fallacies  like  If  Guns  are  Outlawed,  Only 
Outlaws  Will  Have  Guns  and  This  Car  Protected 
by  Smith  and  Wesson  speak  for  themselves.  As 
a  Southern  woman,  1  have  been  spared  most  of  the 
traditional  weapon  indoctrination  simply  by  virtue 
of  my  gender.  Recently,  however,  I  had  to  justify 
my  gun  philosophy  to  my  ten-year-old  son  who  has 
begun  to  ask  questions  about  the  abundance  of 
firepower  he  sees  in  the  homes  of  friends  and 
relatives.  I  vividly  remember  my  introduction  to 
guns  and  my  culture,  and  I  want  my  son's  first 
guns-in-the-South  experience  to  be  different. 

My  son's  gun  question  is  fundamental:  what  do 
people  need  guns  for?  I  found  myself  struggling 
to  articulate  issues  of  gender  identification,  cultural 
stereotyping,  and  personal  empowerment  to  my  ten- 


year-old  audience.  I  began  talking  about  fathers 
and  sons  and  fathers  and  daughters  in  our  family. 
I  think  Southern  sons  have  a  hard  time  living  up 
to  bigger-than-life  fathers,  and  Southern  daughters 
spend  too  much  time  proving  they  are  just  as  good 
as  Southern  sons.  Often,  the  most  important  per- 
son to  pre-adolescent  girls  in  the  South  can  be 
defined  in  one  word,  with  all  its  denotations  and 
connotations.  That  word  is  Daddy.  This  hero 
worship  is  akin  to  idolatry  and  usually  lasts  until 
early  adulthood  when  the  adoration  shifts  to  Mama. 
1  certainly  adored  my  Daddy  and  followed  him 
everywhere,  even  when  he  went  fishing. 

Many  times  as  a  child  I  accompanied  Daddy 
into  shops  selling  fishing  and  hunting  equipment. 
I  called  them  death  stores.  Every  piece  of  mer- 
chandise was  designed  to  kiU  or  maim  another  liv- 
ing creature:  razor-sharp  fish  hooks,  colorful  lures 
hiding  barbs  of  steel,  traps  designed  to  snap  at  the 
smallest  nibble  of  bait,  snares  of  intricate  weave, 
fine-pointed  arrows  dipped  in  poison,  knives  with 
curved,  thick  blades,  and  guns  galore — all  with 
every  imaginable  accessory.  Always,  I  looked 
around  the  store  and  wondered  if  adults  ques- 
tioned, like  1  did,  the  whole  bloodthirsty  trade. 

1  remember  one  day  when  my  hands  shuffled 
around  inside  the  bins  of  plastic  lures — some  hard 
and  shiny  like  matchbox  cars,  others  mushy  and 
flexible  like  day-old  Jello — my  fingers  carefully 
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located  sharp  hooks  hidden  under  lures  with  long 
hairs  that  looked  like  cilia  on  protozoans  in  my 
7th-grade  biology  book.  Even  though  I  couldn't 
summon  the  warm,  fuzzy  feelings  of  sympathy  for 
fish  that  I  felt  for  all  the  Bambi  creatures  of  the 
forest,  I  still  didn't  enjoy  fishing.  When  I  caught 
a  fish,  I  felt  the  sickening  weight  of  a  fierce  tug 
and  knew  the  hook  had  ripped  through  flesh.  Af- 
ter being  reeled  in,  my  fish  squirmed  on  the  hook 
with  its  gills  stretching  in  and  out  trying  to  breathe, 
awkwardly  flip-flopping  as  long  as  it  had  strength 
to  fight.  Blood  oozed  from  tiny  tears  along  its 
mouth,  and  1  cringed.  The  bright  red  fish  blood 
looked  just  like  human  blood.  Fish  on  beds  of 
crushed  ice  in  the  Winn  Dixie  looked  completely 
different. 

The  realization  that  I  killed  something  which 
moments  before  was  alive  seemed  an  overwhelm- 
ing responsibility.  Death,  then,  was  the  result  of 
mere  chance.  Another  second  and  the  fish  would 
have  fiashed  by  my  hook.  A  slight  shift  in  my  own 
fishing  spot  or  schedule,  and  my  fish  would  still  be 
swimming  in  the  river.  But  fishhooks  and  crab 
traps  were  just  the  beginning  of  what  seemed  to 
me,  even  then,  to  be  a  slippery  slope.    Guns  were 


different.  Guns  were  adult  territory  that  I  recog- 
nized instinctively  as  tools  of  sophisticated  and 
premeditated  killing. 

One  evening.  Daddy  came  home  with  a  min- 
iature camouflage  suit  for  me,  the  oldest  daughter, 
to  wear.  I  mouthed  the  appropriate  platitudes, 
politely  modelling  the  coverall  for  his  approval. 
When  he  produced  a  second  gift,  a  4-10  shotgun, 
my  eyes  widened  with  surprise  and  worry.  As  I 
held  the  weight  of  the  gun  cradled  in  my  arms  for 
the  first  time,  I  felt  my  heart  thud  all  the  way 
through  the  camouflage  in  some  sort  of  primeval 
fear  response.  Ever  submissive  and  obedient,  1 
carefully  examined  each  feature  from  the  gleaming, 
polished  wood  stock  to  the  bullet  chamber,  trigger, 
and  steel  barrel.  It  was  small.  Daddy  pointed  out, 
light,  and  just  right  for  a  little  girl  like  me.  It 
wouldn't  kick  at  all.  Inevitably,  1  realized  1  had 
to  make  a  big  fuss  over  it,  maybe  even  fire  it.  For 
weeks,  the  image  of  that  4-10  shotgun  haunted  my 
dreams. 

One  Saturday  morning,  before  daylight,  my 
lather  stuck  his  head  in  my  bedroom  door  and 
urged  me  lo  get  up  and  dress  quickly  so  we  could 
try  out  mv  new  gun.    He  wanted  an  earlv  start.    1 
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couldn't  manage  breakfast,  but  I  watched  him 
spread  fig  preserves  on  two  slices  of  cheese  toast 
just  like  every  other  morning.  We  packed  bagged 
lunches,  extra  layers  of  clothes,  field  chairs,  bin- 
oculars, my  4-10,  and  box  after  box  of  shotgun 
shells.  I  could  load,  unload,  clean,  and  aim  my 
gun,  and  it  had  become  a  game,  a  tool  to  capture 
Daddy's  attention,  completely  separate  from  the 
guns  sold  in  the  death  stores. 

We  took  our  1972  blue  CJ  Jeep  and  headed 
south.  It  was  so  early  in  the  morning  that  we  met 
few  cars  on  the  highway.  For  the  first  few  miles, 
we  seemed  to  be  the  only  two  people  in  the  county 
awake.  Gradually,  in  every  direction  the  world 
seemed  to  wake  up  and  stretch.  1  could  almost 
hear  the  sounds  of  morning  in  the  houses  we 
passed  as  the  occupants  began  their  morning  rou- 
tines. The  sun  streaked  through  the  Jeep's  dirty 
windshield  as  it  rose  higher  and  higher  in  the  sky, 
and  the  hum  of  the  wheels  on  the  concrete 
sounded  like  a  chorus  of  monotone  voices  remind- 
ing me  that  it  was  too  late  to  back  out.  1  have 
felt  this  same  panic  at  other  moments  in  my  life — 
like  when  1  was  on  a  giant  roller  coaster  at  Six 
Flags  Over  Georgia,  poised  on  the  top  of  the  loop, 
about  to  plunge  down  the  hill  and  again  right  be- 
fore I  walked  down  the  church  aisle  to  get  mar- 
ried— always  a  moment  too  late  to  change  my 
mind,  regardless  of  the  consequences.  Every  bump 
in  the  road  jarred  my  back,  and  only  the  seatbelt 
kept  me  in  the  seat.  Every  once  in  a  while  1 
turned  my  eyes  to  the  driver's  seat  to  try  and  read 
the  expression  in  Daddy's  eyes. 

What  1  hoped  to  feign  was  a  nonchalant  com- 
posure; what  1  felt  was  a  paralysis  of  fear.  Cer- 
tainly, I  wanted  to  be  grown-up  and  brave.  1  was 
determined  to  make  Daddy  proud.  My  mind  was 
crammed  with  words  that  needed  to  be  said,  but 
there  was  only  silence  above  the  hum  of  the  road. 
Daddy,  as  usual,  seemed  disinclined  to  talk. 

Eventually,  we  parked  on  the  side  of  a  narrow 
dirt  road,  collected  our  equipment,  and  headed  into 
the  woods.  We  had  only  walked  a  few  yards  when 
I  saw  a  barbed  wire  fence  enclosing  a  pasture  only 
a  few  feet  ahead  of  our  pine-carpeted  path.     The 


grass  in  the  pasture  was  the  brown-green  color  of 
early  fall,  and  the  varying  lengths  showed  patches 
of  ragweed  and  other  scraggly  foliage.  In  the  dis- 
tance, 1  could  see  miles  of  red  fields  with  ugly 
short  clumps  of  leftover  cotton. 

A  friend  of  my  father's,  on  older  man  and  ob- 
viously an  experienced  hunter,  rose  from  the  shade 
of  a  pine  tree  to  greet  us.  He  seemed  so  much  a 
part  of  the  woods  that  he  appeared  to  merge  into 
the  ground  like  a  perfectly  constructed  backdrop  in 
a  movie.  Immediately  1  noticed  his  gun.  1  re- 
member it  as  disproportionately  large,  double- 
barrelled,  shiny.  It  didn't  look  new.  The  steel  of 
the  barrel  looked  like  one  of  those  black  iron  skil- 
lets that's  been  held  over  hundreds  of  campfires 
until  it  isn't  any  one  color  anymore,  just  sort  of  a 
brown/black/green  glaze.  The  gun  looked  sea- 
soned like  a  gumbo  pot  and  weathered,  like  him. 

The  moment  1  dreaded  most  had  arrived.  In 
order  to  point  out  his  daughter's  prowess,  my  fa- 
ther took  a  few  husks  of  corn  from  the  ground  and 
threw  them  up  into  the  lower  branches  of  a  pine 
tree.  1  was  positioned  a  few  yards  away.  There  1 
received  my  first  order:  shoot  the  husk  out  of  the 
tree.  1  dared  a  quick  look  up  at  Daddy's  face  to 
gauge  the  importance  of  this  request,  but  he  was 
already  instructing  his  friend  to  watch. 

There  seemed  nothing  left  to  do  but  shoot.  1 
aimed  the  gun  and  got  the  husk  in  my  sights. 
Trying  to  remember  all  the  instructions  1  had  re- 
ceived, 1  hugged  the  butt  of  the  gun  close  to  my 
shoulder  to  diminish  the  resulting  kick  and 
squeezed  the  trigger.  I'm  sure  I  didn't  come  close 
to  hitting  the  husk,  but  both  men  nodded  as  if 
pleased  with  my  performance,  so  1  took  that  sign 
as  a  temporary  reprieve. 

The  worst  was  yet  to  come.  Birds.  We  were 
supposed  to  be  shooting  birds.  1  had  already 
reached  my  limit  with  the  corn  husk,  so  1  swal- 
lowed carefully  a  few  times  before  asking  what  kind 
of  birds  were  in  the  field.  "Dove"  was  the  reply.  1 
searched  Daddy's  face  carefully  to  see  if  the  irony 
registered  as  painfully  with  him  as  it  did  with  me. 
A  succession  of  images  Hashed  through  my  mind 
like  slides  on  my  viewmaster.  Doves  of  Peace  on 
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Tke  Cat 

I  knelt 

and  reached  out 

my  hopeful  hand 

to  the  skitterish  cat. 

She  Charlestoned 

then  paused, 

eyes  following  me 

like  those 

in  an  old  oil  painting. 

Come  here,  kitty. 

I  reeled  her  in 

on  an  invisible  line 

until  my  fingertips 

were  a  whisper 

from  her  pink  nose 

and  dancing  whiskers. 

I  felt  her  small  cat  breath 

on  my  thumb. 

The  wind  stirred 

pushing  autumn  leaves 

along  the  sidewalk 

with  a  sudden  scratch. 

Startled, 

she  lept  away. 
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Christmas  cards.  Noah  and  the  Ark.  Olive  branches. 

I  watched  my  father  spotting  coveys  of  doves 
with  his  binoculars.  Occasionally,  a  noise  would 
scare  them,  or  maybe  they  just  sensed  our  pres- 
ence, and  they  would  head  for  the  sky  with  a 
rushing  sound  like  a  vacuum-sealed  container  when 
the  seal  is  first  broken.  Soon  it  would  be  time  to 
decide:  shoot  the  bird  or  disappoint  Daddy.  I 
assumed  the  prone  position  just  like  I  had  prac- 
ticed at  summer  camp,  only  this  time  there  was  no 
black-and-white  target  fifty  feet  away.  Just  sky  and 
field  and  grass  and  birds.  From  far  away  I  heard 
Daddy  shout  at  me  to  shoot.  I  closed  my  eyes  and 
squeezed  the  trigger. 

The  noise  was  an  obscene  explosion  in  the 
early  morning  air.  The  shot  was  so  loud  that  it 
seemed  to  block  out  everything  that  had  come  be- 
fore in  my  life.  By  the  time  I  opened  my  eyes, 
Daddy  was  already  striding  toward  a  fallen  dove 
with  a  pleased,  just -what -I -expected  expression  on 


his  face.  I  could  not  move  from  my  prone 
position.  I  felt  rooted  to  the  earth  by  the 
choice  1  had  made.  The  dove's  death  was 
merely  a  crumb  to  drop  at  my  father's  feet. 

Slowly,  I  rose  to  my  feet  and  followed 
exactly  the  crushed  grass  outlining  my  father's 
steps.  I  reached  his  side  just  as  he  bent  to 
scoop  the  bird  into  his  hands.  There  was  life 
still  in  the  dove's  body.  The  brown  feathers 
heaved  once  or  twice  as  the  bird  tried  to 
force  air  into  tortured  lungs.  The  one  eye 
visible  dilated  in  fear  of  us,  its  predators. 
With  a  nick  of  his  wrist.  Daddy  broke  the 
dove's  neck.  The  sound  of  the  neck  break- 
ing was  small,  insignificant,  the  breaking  of 
a  toothpick  when  compared  to  the  sound  of 
the  shot  I  had  fired. 

For  the  rest  of  the  morning,  I  was  merely 
an  observer.     Perhaps  Daddy  sensed  the  re- 
vulsion I  could  not  voice  because  we  packed 
up  soon  after  that,  and  he  didn't  linger  to 
talk  to  his  friend.     I  was  silent  on  the  ride 
home  and  completely  still,  so  tired  from  the 
day's  activities  that  even   holding  my  own 
head  up  seemed  an  overwhelming  task.     I 
leaned  my  head  against  the  canvas  of  the  jeep's 
passenger  window  fiap  and  watched  mechanically 
as  telephone  poles  flashed  by.     Something  had 
changed  forever  inside  me.     That  day,  1  fired  my 
first  and  last  shot.    No  longer  was  the  gun  simply 
an  object;  it  was  an  instrument  of  death.    For  me. 
the  abhorrence  for  guns  was  to  become  a  life-long 
feeling.    After  I  meticulously  cleaned  and  checked 
the  4-10  shotgun  for  any  remaining  shells,  it  was 
locked  away  in  the  gun  cabinet.      Daddy  never 
mentioned  the  dove  shoot  again,  and  1  carefully 
avoided  looking  at   the  gun  cabinet  whenever   1 
walked  through  the  den.     Today,  when  I  gently 
explain  to  my  father  that  he  can't  give  my  son  a 
BB  gun  for  Christmas,  I  don't  mention  the  dove. 

MeLINDA  RaINEY  Thompson,  a  native  Alahamian,  has 
been  a  memher  of  BSC7s  Englisn  faculty  for  Jour  years  an  J  also 
directs  the  college  Writing  Center.  Herfielas  of  interest  include 
rhetoric,  journalism,  ana  children's  literature. 
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Tne  Dance  or  the  Kaleidoscope 
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Tne  art  or  bracelet-making 


I  am  making  a  bracelet  out  of  shells. 

Her  grandmother  did  the  same  for  her  years  ago, 

Stringing  the  smooth-sided  skins  of  countless  moUusks 

And  other  tender,  vulnerable  creatures. 

Into  a  skeletoned  wreath  for  her  wrist — 

Delicate,  oval  discs  resembling  tombstones  joined  by  a  string. 

So  now  I  scurry  along  the  beach, 

Searching  in  the  sands  and  beneath  the  ebbing  tides 

In  that  coastal  graveyard  of  abandoned  homes. 

For  the  shore-surfacing  tombstones  which  1  will  join  together. 

With  my  string. 

The  smoothness  of  the  skin. 

The  delicateness  of  the  edges. 

The  rigidness  of  the  spirit. 

The  exquisiteness  of  the  beauty. 

I  find  all  of  these  sea-nurtured  traits. 

Embrace  them,  envelope  them  with  a  single  strand  of  line 

Into  a  form  which  is  her. 

But  where  there  was  once  warmth  and  moistness. 
Where  the  mollusk  slept,  awoke,  ate  and  slept  again, 
Where  life  lived  securely,  tumbling  amid  the  incoming  tide, 
Where  now,  only  the  dry  hollowness  of  surrender  resides, 
I  try  to  fill  this  space  with  my  warmth,  with  moistness. 
And  with  me. 

Micliael  Hempiilll 
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Sanctimony  in  Flow 


John  Trest 
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by  Robin  Braudwell 


The  first  time  was  in  July.  By  the  lake  in 
my  backyard.  We  had  been  swimming  all 
day  to  escape  the  heat.  From  the 
beginning,  Jake  had  only  one  thing  on  his  mind 
and  kept  trying  to  kiss  me.  I  pretended  to  be  of- 
fended at  first,  because  I  know  guys  don't  like  girls 
who  seem  too  eager.  I  would  swim  away  from  his 
kisses,  hoping  he  would  chase  me.  But  [ake  knew 
my  game. 

The  heat  put  me  on  edge.  Things  were  get- 
ting too  heavy,  maybe  too  complex,  maybe  too 
simple.  I  suggested  we  go  inside.  1  told  Jake  I 
would  make  us  something  sweet,  banana  splits  or 
milkshakes.  He  only  smiled. 

He  swam  up  next  to  me,  forming  the  dark 
water  into  ripples  as  he  moved.  His  hands  fumbled 
mysteriously  under  the  surface.  I  couldn't  tell  what 
he  was  doing  until  he  threw  his  swimming  trunks 
on  the  shore. 

"What  the  hell  are  you  doing?"  I  asked. 

"It's  too  hot."  he  replied,  taking  me  in  his 
arms. 

I  don't  know  how,  but  in  less  than  five  min- 
utes, we  were  both  skinny  dipping.  The  cool  wa- 
ter ran  along  my  body  and  Jake's  hands  moved 
down  my  side.  It  was  hard  to  tell  which  was 
which.  I  tried  to  resume  the  catch  game,  but  I 
somehow  moved  more  slowly,  wanting  to  be 
caught. 

lake  kept  kissing  me,  my  mouth,  my  eyes,  my 
neck.  I  could  taste  the  lake  water  on  his  lips.  His 
fingers  moved  like  thousands  of  tiny  fish.  I  knew 
I  should  tell  him  to  stop,  but  I  couldn't  find  the 
words.  As  I  pulled  him  closer  to  me,  I  could  only 
whisper,    "Please  be  careful." 

We  ended  up  on  a  towel  by  the  bank.  The 
rough  ground  underneath  cut  my  back,  but  I  didn't 
notice  until  I  found  the  scratches  later,    lake's  blue 


eyes  caught  mine.  We  laughed  a  little  nervously. 
Then  Jake  was  on  top  of  me,  and  it  was  over.  Just 
like  that,  a  snap  of  the  fingers,  a  blink  of  the  eye. 
I  was  disappointed.  I  always  thought  it  took 
longer  than  that. 

Mom  calls  from  work  to  say  she's  bringing 
another  one  home.  Asks  if  I  can  whip  up  some- 
thing for  dinner.  Nothing  fancy,  just  spaghetti  or 
maybe  chicken.    Sure,  I  say.    No  problem. 

"Thanks,  honey.  1  really  think  you'll  like  this 
one,  Melissa.  He's  so  funny.  And  he  loves  kids." 
she  says  breathlessly,  and  I  can  tell  she's  smiling 
at  the  thought. 

I  could  tell  her  that  I'm  no  longer  a  kid,  things 
have  changed  more  than  she  could  ever  imagine. 
Or  that  I  already  know  I  won't  like  this  one.  But 
what's  the  point?  Her  mind  is  already  living  in 
tonight,  and  I  don't  think  she  would  really  hear  me 
anyway. 

Ever  since  my  dad  left,  it's  been  the  same 
cycle.  One  loser  after  another,  preceded  by  one 
dinner  after  another.  It's  always  the  same  routine. 
My  mother  will  rush  home  from  work  and  change 
into  her  nice  dinner  dress.  She'll  spend  thirty 
minutes  in  the  bathroom,  trying  to  hide  the  truth 
with  make-up,  and  rearranging  her  hair  into  some 
youthful  style.  I'll  put  dinner  on  the  table  just  as 
the  flavor  of  the  month  pulls  into  the  driveway. 
Then  there's  the  awkward  introductions.  The  Oa- 
vor  smiles  sheepishly,  trying  to  break  the  ice  with 
a  few  obnoxious  jokes.  Cathy  and  I  squirm  in  our 
seats  at  the  table.  More  obnoxious  jokes  from  the 
flavor. 

Then  comes  the  part  I  hate  the  most.  I'he 
dessert.  My  eyes  shift  slowly  to  my  mother,  who's 
giving  the  fiavor  the  once-o\'er  with  her  bedroom 
eyes.    He  responds  with  a  wink  thai  raises  the  hair 
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on  my  flesh.  I  want  to  jump  up  and  tell  him  that's 
my  mom  and-  that  he  shouldn't  look  at  her  that 
way  or  want  to  have  sex  with  her.  But  I  don't. 
Cathy  and  I  leave  the  table,  both  of  us  filled  with 
relief.  Sitting  in  my  room,  I  feel  the  quiet  whis- 
pers prickling  my  ears.  1  hear  the  door  to  my 
mother's  room  shut.  A  sickening  thud  that  makes 
me  cry  every  time,  even  though  I  tell  myself  I 
should  be  used  to  it  by  now. 

Then  they  fuck. 

He  licks  off  my  mother's  careful  make-up  job. 
Runs  his  greasy  fingers  through  her  newly  arranged 
hair.  Leaves  her  a  disheveled  slab  of  tenderized 
meat  on  the  mattress.  She  smiles,  thinking  there 
is  no  greater  happiness  in  the  world  than  pleasing 
a  man,  than  having  someone  want  you.  Beside 
her,  the  flavor  scratches  his  balls  and  yawns.  He 
has  already  started  to  melt. 

They  always  leave  when  they  get  what  they 
want  from  my  mother.  She  stares  at  them  over 
morning  coffee  as  they  make  their  excuses,  refus- 
ing to  believe  that  maybe  they  didn't  really  love  her 
after  all.  She  sits  around  for  a  few  days  in  a  stu- 
por, jumping  at  every  phone  call,  waiting  for  the 
flavor  to  realize  his  mistake  and  come  back.  Then 
she  hits  the  bottle.  Hard.  Sometimes  she  won't 
come  up  for  days,  just  wallows  in  the  flavor's  sticky 
muck. 

The  flavor  might  change  suits,  or  comb  his  hair 
a  different  way,  but  he's  always  the  same  guy. 
Names  are  meaningless.  I  can  only  tell  one  from 
another  through  descriptive  phrases.  Dirt  Under 
His  Fingernails.    Scab  On  His  Elbow. 

This  is  the  play.  We  have  all  memorized  our 
parts,  know  when  to  take  the  stage.  1  rummage 
through  the  pantry  for  the  spaghetti,  rehearsing  my 
lines  for  tonight's  performance. 

I  was  drunk  the  second  time.  Not  plastered 
enough  to  not  know  what  I  was  doing,  but  tipsy 
enough  not  to  care. 

Jake  and  I  raided  my  mom's  liquor  cabinet. 
We  made  screwdrivers  from  Absolut  and  orange 
juice.  I  like  vodka  because  it  doesn't  have  that 
overpowering  cough  syrup  taste  like  most  alcohol, 
so  I  don't  have  to  force  it  down.  I'm  always 
amazed  that  something  so  transparent  can  be  so 
powerful.     Going  down,  it  seems  as  harmless  as 


water,  then,  wham!  Next  thing  you  know,  you're 
knocked  absolutely  goofo  and  can't  even  walk 
straight. 

We  started  out  in  the  kitchen,  but  ended  up 
on  the  living  room  couch,  holding  on  to  one  an- 
other to  keep  from  falling  off.  The  fabric  was 
rough  and  smelt  like  my  mother's  stale  cigarette 
smoke.  Every  time  I  closed  my  eyes,  the  odor 
brought  her  face  to  my  mind,  it  gave  me  this 
really  eerie  feeling  of  guilt. 

"lake,  do  you  feel  like  someone  is  watching 
us?" 

"\  thought  you  said  Cathy  was  spending  the 
day  with  one  of  her  friends." 

A  mild  look  of  concern  crossed  his  face. 

"She  isn't.  I  mean,  she  is.  but  it's  not  her. 
It's  like  some  big  eye  that  sees  everything  is  star- 
ing at  us.  Like  a  camera  in  the  ceiling  or  some- 
thing.   It's  kind  of  creepy." 

1  tried  to  focus  on  his  face,  but  it  kept  swim- 
ming out  of  my  grasp. 

"I  think  you're  drunk.  It's  Just  me  and  you, 
babe." 

"That's  easy  for  you  to  say.  If  there  is  a 
camera  in  the  ceiling,  it  can  only  see  the  back  of 
you,  but  it  shows  my  whole  face." 

Jake  laughed. 

"Missy,  if  that's  what's  bothering  you,  then  my 
back  is  blocking  your  face.  So  don't  worry  about 
it.  Without  evidence,  they  can't  pin  anything  on 
you." 

"Yeah,  I  guess  so." 

I  picked  up  my  glass  from  the  table  and  took 
another  pull  off  the  screwdriver  straw. 

I  am  setting  the  plates  on  the  table  when  Cathy 
comes  in  from  softball  practice.  She  takes  one 
look  at  the  good  china  and  knows. 

"You're  kidding?"  she  says  hopefully. 

She's  pretty  smart  for  a  kid,  I  think. 

"Nope.  Mom's  in  her  room  getting  ready  and 
he's  supposed  to  be  here  any  minute." 

"Shit.    I  don't  feel  like  this  tonight." 

That  makes  two  of  us.  This  meal  is  the  last 
thing  I  need  in  my  life  right  now. 

"What  was  wrong  with  the  last  one?  1  kind 
of  liked  him,"  Cathy  says. 

"He  was  an  asshole  and  you  only  liked  him 
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We  came  in  chains. 

And  we  broke  them, 

one 

ring 

a 

time 

Until  all  that  is  left 

Is  the  one 

We  cannot  see. 

The  one  we  can  only  feel 

The  cold,  rusty  link 

The  strongest, 

And  hardest  to  remove 

Remains 

Around  your  heart. 

Miriam  Elliot 


because  he  gave  you  a  Braves  hat." 

"You're  just  jealous  'cause  you  only  got  some 
fucking  earrings." 

"Watch  your  mouth.  Cat.  Don't  let  Mom  hear 
you  talking  like  that.    She'd  totally  freak." 

She's  about  to  defy  me  with  an  onslaught  of 
curses  when  my  mother  flies  into  the  room. 

"Oh,  the  table  looks  beautiful,  honey.  Thanks 
for  cooking,  I  just  didn't  have  time.  How  does  my 
dress  look?  Do  I  look  okay?  Cathy!  What  are 
you  doing  dressed  like  that?  Softball  practice  was 
today?  Damn,  I  forgot  all  about  it!  Well,  hurry 
up  and  change!    He  can't  see  you  like  this." 

My  blood  turns  to  syrup  as  I  hear  the  flavor's 
car  pull  into  the  driveway.  Cathy  groans  and 
marches  to  her  room.  My  mother  runs  to  the 
door. 

He  brings  a  bouquet  of  flowers  and  two  tiny 
boxes  wrapped  in  the  Sunday  funnies.  My  mother 
gushes  over  this  display  of  attention.  When  he 
gives  her  a  grin,  I  can  see  a  huge  gap  in  his  front 
teeth.     1  wonder  why  it's  there,  what  awful  thing 


he  must  have  done  in  a  past  life  to  deserve  such 
a  stamp  of  imperfection. 

After  she  introduces  me,  he  makes  some  tired 
comment  about  a  pretty  name  for  a  pretty  girl. 
Then  he  laughs  like  this  is  some  kind  of  profoundly 
original  thought.  I  want  to  tell  him  that  Laughs 
Through  His  Nose  and  Hair  On  His  Ears  both  told 
me  the  same  thing.  But  i  simply  smile  and  say  a 
sweet  "thank  you." 

Cathy  prances  in  wearing  some  ripped  blue 
jeans  and  a  dirty  Braves  shirt.  She  smiles  trium- 
phantly, happy  to  do  her  part  in  totally  disrupting 
the  evening.  My  mother  looks  perfectly  mortified, 
but  she  carries  it  off  well,  all  smiles  to  Gap  In  His 
Teeth  but  a  threatening  glance  thrown  to  Cathy. 

Gap  In  His  Teeth  gives  the  tiny  boxes  he  has 
brought  to  Cathy  and  me.  I'm  used  to  these  little 
appeasements  by  now.  Like  giving  me  a  trinket 
will  make  fucking  my  mother  okay.  Inside, 
wrapped  in  feathery  tissue  paper,  is  a  butterfly.  A 
dead  butterfly.  It  looks  like  it's  dressed  up  for 
Halloween  in  orange  and  black.  I  look  over  and 
see  Cathy  has  the  same  thing  in  her  box.  We  ex- 
change bewildered  glances. 

"That  there  is  a  what's  called  a  Monarch  but- 
tertly.  It's  sort  of  a  hobby  of  mine,  collecting  'em, 
I  guess.  )ust  thought  you  two  girls  might  want  one 
to  hang  on  the  wall  or  somethin',"  he  explains  be- 
tween smiles. 

This  is  his  hobby?  How  could  he  possibly  get 
pleasure  from  trapping  something  so  beautiful  and 
free?  Does  it  make  him  happy  to  see  the  wings 
frozen  in  flight,  stuck  to  his  walls?  I  want  to  tell 
him  that  everything  has  a  heart,  even  butterflies.  A 
heart  that  beats,  beats,  beats,  like  soft  and  wispy 
wings,  constantly.  It  is  unnatural  to  take  that  cer- 
tainty away.  I  think  this  is  a  sick  and  morbid  gift, 
but  I  murmur  a  "thank  you."  and  put  the  box  in 
my  room. 

The  meal  is  hell  from  the  start.  Usually,  the 
flavor  just  makes  eyes  at  my  mother  the  entire 
night.  Which  1  hate,  but  at  least  it  keeps  me  from 
having  to  make  conversation.  But  Gap  In  His 
Teeth  keeps  hounding  me  with  questions.  Like 
he's  making  a  point  to  be  my  friend  or  something. 
I  just  wish  he'd  shut  up  and  eat  his  spaghetti. 

"So,  how  old  are  you,  Melissa?" 

Come  on,  everyone  asks  this  one. 
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"Fifteen." 

"Fifteen?    Well,  you're  practically  a  grown  up!" 

No  shit. 

"What  grade  will  you  be  in  this  year?" 

Why  the  fuck  do  you  care? 

"Tenth." 

"Your  mother  tells  me  you  have  a  boyfriend." 

My  mother  should  learn  to  keep  her  mouth  shut. 

"Yes." 

"Well,  what  does  he  do?" 

Excuse  me? 

"Excuse  me?" 

"What  does  your  boyfriend  do?" 

This  has  gone  far  enough.    1  can't  resist. 

"He  sells  crack  to  school  children." 

He  gives  me  a  long  look,  not  knowing  whether 
or  not  to  believe  me.  Cathy  starts  to  laugh.  I 
decide  to  continue. 

"Of  course,  he's  not  an  addict  or  anything. 
He's  in  it  purely  for  the  money,  which  is  pretty 
good.  Last  week,  he  made  over  nine  hundred 
dollars.    Really,  whatever  you  need,  he  can  get  it." 

My  mother  looks  horrified.  1  can  hear  her 
breathing  quicken,  but  I  don't  care. 

"Melissa  Anne  Sumner!  I  can't  believe  this! 
Where  are  your  manners?  If  you're  going  to  make 
this  meal  hell  for  everyone  present,  then  you  can 
just  forget  dessert  and  go  straight  to  your  room!" 

Sometimes  my  mother  deludes  herself  into 
thinking  that  I'm  five  years  old  and  the  prospect 
of  no  cheesecake  will  force  my  tongue  quiet. 

"Fine.    Like  I  care." 

Cathy  gives  me  a  "give  'em  hell"  expression  as  I 
push  back  my  chair.  Gap  In  His  Teeth  looks  really 
uncomfortable.  I  can  tell  he  didn't  mean  to  cause  a 
scene,  to  make  a  rift  in  our  family  harmony. 

"Really,  Janet,  there's  no  need.  .  ."  he  fumbles. 

"She's  been  so  moody  lately.  I  don't  know 
what  the  hell  her  problem  is,  but  1  know  how  to 
handle  her." 

I  hate  it  when  my  mother  talks  about  me  like 
I'm  not  even  in  the  room.  Usually  I  just  take  it; 
I'm  too  busy  being  the  perfect  daughter.  But  to- 
night, something  inside  my  brain  blows.  I'm  sick 
and  tired  of  these  men.  of  these  dinners,  of  my 
mother's  apathy,  of  everything. 

"You  don't  know  anything  about  me!  You 
wouldn't  believe  the  shit  that  goes  on  right  under- 


neath your  nose.  You're  too  busy  to  even  notice 
or  care.  So  don't  give  me  this  line  about  know- 
ing how  to  handle  me.    You  don't  know  shit!" 

I  run  to  my  room  and  slam  the  door  loudly, 
leaving  a  dead  thud  for  everyone  to  hear.  1  lie 
across  the  bed  and  close  my  teary  eyes,  wishing 
lake  were  beside  me. 

Okay,  so  I  was  a  little  late.  I  wasn't  really 
nervous  at  first.  Not  really.  I  mean,  my  body  has 
always  been  fucked  up  when  it  comes  to  that. 
Sometimes  I'm  a  week  early,  sometimes  I'm  two 
weeks  late.    You  just  can't  control  it. 

I  remember  when  I  wished  it  would  never 
come.  1  was  twelve  and  my  mother  had  just 
bought  me  a  brand  new  white  Easter  dress.  I 
thought  it  was  the  most  beautiful,  most  elegant 
dress  in  the  world,  with  delicate  lace  and  puffed 
sleeves.  I  sat  so  demurely  through  my  Sunday 
school  lesson,  but  when  I  stood  up,  all  the  kids 
started  laughing  at  me  and  pointing  at  my  back. 
When  I  turned  around,  1  found  a  bright  crimson 
red  stain  on  my  dress.  I  ran  to  the  bathroom  and 
tried  to  scrub  the  red  out,  but  it  was  no  use.  As 
I  searched  the  halls,  crying  for  my  mother,  the 
stain  marked  my  embarrassment,  and  I  was  sure 
everyone  was  staring  at  me. 

I  cried  the  rest  of  the  day.  I  told  my  mother 
1  hated  my  body,  that  it  wasn't  lair  for  me  to  have 
to  suffer.  I  looked  down  the  long  years  until 
menopause  and  cried  even  harder.  My  mother 
tried  to  comfort  me.  She  told  me  how  special  I 
was  to  be  a  girl.  What  a  gift  I  had.  She  said  that 
one  day,  when  I  decided  to  have  children,  I  would 
be  happy  about  the  whole  thing.  I  didn't  buy  it.  I 
stubbornly  vowed  that  I  would  never  consider  it  a 
gifi.    It  was  a  weakness  that  followed  me. 

I  had  never  been  three  weeks  late.  The  days 
dragged  by.  The  red  circle  was  around  August  1 
on  my  calendar.  That's  when  I  should  have 
started.  It  was  now  August  23,  and  sfill  no  blood. 
I  went  back  and  checked  my  mathematics.  No 
mistake,  I  was  overdue.  Not  even  the  cramps  and 
zits  that  always  came  a  few  days  before.  The  cal- 
endar fell  to  the  fioor.  The  glaring  red  circle  dis- 
gusted me.  August  1,  August  1,  August  1.  The 
figure  kept  dancing  in  my  head,  making  me  dizzy, 
drowning  out  all  other  thoughts.    A  pitiful  creature, 
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eyes  wide  with  fear,  stared  at  me  from  the  mirror. 

"Dammit,  dammit,  dammit!  How  the  fuck 
could  you  be  so  stupid?"  I  screamed  at  her. 

She  didn't  answer.    She  was  speechless. 

I  turn  on  the  radio  to  drown  out  my  mother 
and  Gap  In  His  Teeth's  conversation.  No  doubt 
about  what  an  ungrateful  bitch  I  am.  Cathy  has 
already  escaped  to  her  room  and  1  hear  her  music 
blaring  from  across  the  hall.  I  laugh  to  think  how 
alike  we  are.  Like  carbon  copies. 

I  drift  off  to  sleep,  but  a  noise  at  the  window 
wakes  me  up.  Two  swift  raps,  silence,  then  two 
more.  Jake's  signal.  I  run  to  let  him  in.  He  must 
have  read  my  mind. 

"Hey,  babe.  My  dad's  been  bitchin'  all  day. 
I  had  to  get  out.    Mind  if  I  crash?" 

1  answer  him  with  a  kiss. 

"New  flavor?    1  saw  the  car  outside,"  he  asks. 

"Yeah.  He  kept  asking  me  questions  and  1 
guess  I  flipped.  Anyway,  now  I've  been  sentenced. 
A  prisoner  in  my  own  home." 

Jake  knows  how  1  feel  about  the  sticky  river 
of  men  in  mother's  life.  But  he  thinks  I  am  lucky 
that  my  dad  split  when  he  did.  His  parents  are 
still  together,  for  what  good  that  is.  They  fight  like 
cats  and  dogs,  and  when  they  aren't  picking  at 
each  other,  they  turn  on  Jake  for  every  little  thing. 
He  doesn't  really  mind  them  bitching  at  him,  he 
usually  just  comes  over  to  my  house  to  get  away. 
But  it  really  tears  him  apart  to  see  his  parents 
fighting  with  each  other. 

We  watch  TV  and  talk  for  a  while,  quietly  so 
my  mother  won't  hear.  Although  she's  probably 
too  wasted  to  care.  Jake  can  tell  I'm  nervous,  it's 
more  than  the  new  flavor  and  the  fight  with  my 
mom.    But  I  can't  tell  him.    Not  yet. 

After  I  hear  my  mother's  door  shut,  1  go  into 
the  kitchen  to  get  some  Cokes.  As  1  walk  by  her 
room,  my  mother  calls  out  the  flavor's  name.  Then 
they  both  let  out  this  horrible  loud  noise,  half- 
moan,  half-scream.  Then  she  calls  out  his  name 
again,  louder.  Rvery  emotion  1  have  ever  felt  jumps 
into  my  mind  and  freezes.  1  go  back  to  my  room 
in  tears. 

1  lie  on  the  bed,  next  to  lake.  He  starts  kiss- 
ing my  mouth.  As  his  hands  move  down  my  side, 
I  can  tell  what's  coming.    And  I  don't  even  try  to 


stop  him  even  though  I  know  I  should.  I  let  him 
have  me.  There  is  some  kind  of  sick  justice  in  the 
world.  I  think  about  my  mother  in  her  room, 
getting  the  same  thing  from  Gap  In  His  Teeth  that 
I'm  getting  from  Jake.  1  smile.  Maybe  we  should 
get  Cathy  a  man.  She  really  shouldn't  be  left  out 
of  the  family  tradition. 

1  didn't  know  where  to  get  a  test.  I  was  em- 
barrassed. 1  was  scared.  The  idea  of  what  I  might 
find  out  to  be  true  made  my  heart  beat  faster  and 
my  hands  perspire.  But  1  had  to  know.  Cliches 
marched  in  my  thoughts  liked  tired  soldiers: 
knowledge  is  power,  knowing  is  half  the  battle. 
Nothing  was  worse  than  the  uncertainty. 

Of  course,  I  knew  the  cashiers  at  both  drug- 
stores in  town.  Helen  Stinson  worked  at  the  Pill 
Shoppe,  while  Mrs.  Sullivan  was  at  the  Friendly 
Pharmacy.  Helen  was  only  three  years  older  than 
me.  She  had  just  graduated  from  high  school  in 
June.  1  didn't  know  her  very  well,  but  she  had  a 
reputation  as  a  prude.  And  I  knew  she  would 
probably  tell  all  of  her  friends  about  my  purchase, 
like  they  were  all  so  much  better  than  me. 

But  Mrs.  Sullivan  went  to  my  church.  In  fact, 
she  had  been  my  Sunday  School  teacher  in  the  fifth 
grade.  There  was  no  way  1  could  buy  a  test  from 
her.  Besides,  to  do  so  would  have  been  the  same 
as  putting  an  announcement  in  the  church  bulle- 
tin: And  please  offer  your  prayers  to  young  Sis- 
ter Melissa,  who  is  being  punished  for  her  sins  in 
the  eyes  of  God.    I  decided  to  try  Helen. 

1  never  realized  how  many  there  were  to 
choose  from.  I  picked  up  the  cheapest,  in  a  cute 
Easter  egg  yellow  box.  I  had  seen  the  commer- 
cials for  this  brand:  the  beaming  women  telling 
their  supportive  husbands  the  good  news.  They  all 
looked  so  happy,  like  this  was  what  they  had  been 
waiting  for  all  their  life.  Television  was  such  a  lie. 
Probably  the  only  girls  who  used  these  tests  were 
young  and  scared  like  me.  Why  didn't  they  ever 
show  us  in  the  commercials? 

Helen  gave  me  a  smile  as  1  handed  her  my 
money.  She  looked  so  smug,  so  secure  in  her 
virginity. 

"My  mother  has  been  worried  sick.  She's  three 
weeks  late,  and  there  could  be  complications  at  her 
age,  you  know.    And  I  can't  imagine  having  a  little 
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sister  or  brother  at  my  age  either.  We're  all 
pretty  anxious,"  I  said,  trying  to  play  it  off. 

She  could  tell  I  was  bullshitting,  but  to 
her  credit,  she  went  along  with  it. 

"Oh,  really?  Well,  1  hope  everything 
works  out  for  her." 

1  thanked  her  and  hurried  out  the  door. 
I  rushed  through  my  house  and  slammed 
the  bathroom  door  behind  me.  My  hands 
trembled  as  I  opened  the  box. 

The  stick  was  blue.  The  blue  of  my 
favorite  sweater.  The  blue  of  ice  cubes  on 
your  tongue.  The  blue  of  Jake's  eyes. 
Fucking  blue. 

I  sat  back  on  the  toilet.  So  1  knew, 
now  what?  This  wasn't  the  kind  of  thing 
you  could  keep  secret  for  long.  My  mother 
would  want  Jake  to  marry  me.  I  pondered 
this  for  a  moment,  but  1  wasn't  ready  to 
enter  the  bonds  of  holy  matrimony  with 
anybody,  not  even  Jake.  He  would  feel 
guilty.  He  would  offer  to  help,  because  he 
didn't  know  what  else  to  do.  But  I  couldn't 
blame  him  or  ask  him  to  sacrifice  the  rest 
of  life  for  me. 

This  was  my  mistake,  my  mark,  my 
weakness,  my  fault. 


Becoming  Ilsa 

A  man  I  know  looks  at  me  and  sees 

only  my  dark,  liquid  eyes,  the  curve  of 

my  open  hand,  and  my  need. 

We  are  seduced,  he  and  I,  by  the 

image  without  flaw,  the  woman  made  whole, 

drawn  by  another  hand,  given  lines  to  speak 

and  an  ending  to  wait  for. 

So  I  set  out  to  become  Ilsa. 

Becoming  Ilsa  is  a  lingering  journey 

through  a  crowded  shop — words  and  gestures  are 

draped  like  scarves  over  an  antique  screen. 

I  try  them  on  and  wonder  what  to  do  with  desire. 

I  keep  wandering  after  her,  slipping  in  and  out. 

Sometimes  I  can  touch  her  dress  or  smell  her  hair, 

but  I  have  yet  to  hear  her  voice. 

She  looms  with  the  shadow  of  expectation,  showing 
him — and  me — all  the  places  where  I  don't  fit, 
where  I'll  never  fit,  places  where  1  have  failed  to 
become — a  mystery  who  appears  to  have  no  need, 
but  does. 

Deneen  benasi 


Jake's  even  breath  is  beside  me.     I  lie 
on  my  side,  staring  at  the  blue  wallpaper.     If  you 
focus  your  eyes  a  certain  way,  the  little  flowers 
seem  much  closer  than  they  actually  are.     I  play 
with  this  for  a  while,  but  it  gives  me  a  headache. 

Jake  stirs.    His  arm  reaches  across  me. 

"You  asleep  yet.  Missy?" 

I  have  to  tell  him  the  truth.  He  deserves  to 
know. 

"Not  yet." 

"What's  the  matter,  babe?" 

Now's  my  chance.  He's  opening  the  door,  1 
only  have  to  walk  through. 

"It's.  .  .it's.  .  .it's  nothing." 

I  roll  over  so  that  I  can  see  his  face.  He's  so 
beautiful,  so  strong.  How  can  I  take  all  that  away 
in  one  swift  stroke,  pinning  him  on  my  wall  like  a 
damn  butterfly?  I  open  my  mouth,  willing  the 
words  to  fiy  out  like  paper,  but  Jake  smothers  them 
with   his   lips.    He   shifts   his   body,   continues 


caressing  me.  I  am  starting  to  feel  like  a  deflated 
basketball,  a  sick  thud  instead  of  a  springy  bounce. 

Jake  climbs  on  top  of  me.  Closes  his  eyes,  so 
that  I  could  be  anybody.  My  eyes  fill  with  tears 
and  turn  to  face  the  wallpaper.  The  fiowers  dance 
in  liquid  movements.  1  can't  feel  anything,  and  I 
want  to  tell  Jake  that  I  never  could.  But  it's  too 
late  now  to  say  maybe  I  wasn't  ready  in  the  first 
place.  I  realize  that  I  was  too  hard  on  my  mother. 
That  all  along,  we  were  both  only  looking  for  the 
same  thing. 

Jake  shudders  and  moans.  As  he  enters  my 
body,  I  know  I  should  feel  something — pleasure, 
happiness,  pain,  anything.  But  I  can  only  feel  the 
weight  of  Jake's  body.  It  pushes  me  deeper  and 
deeper  into  the  bed,  until  I  disappear. 

Robin  BraUDWELL  is  a  junior  English  major  from 
rairvieu;  Tennessee. 
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William  Smitk,  Jr. 


On  Edward  Hopper's  Nignthawks,  Lonely 

hopper  painted  them  alone 

he  said  that's  prob'ly  why  you  like  it 

he  knew  that  I  was 

for  how  much  that  seems  appealing  to  me  now 
people  seat -apart  together 
looking  at  their  cigarettes 
the  floor 
anything  but  faces 

if  the  woman  were  to  turn  her  head  and  smile 

only  to  crack  the  paint 

and  wink  at  him 

knowing  he  wants  to  get  out 

away  from  the  other  mile  of  counter 

the  diner  with  no  doors 

plenty  of  windows  gaping 

to  show  them  nothing 

I  may  imagine  them  walking  away  together 

his  arm  around  her  waist 

whitewashed  skin 

flushed  from  changing  to  the  outside 

safety  in  numbers  of  two 

but  now 

pinned  to  my  wall  the  print,  reprint 
of  people  alone  in  the  world 
isolated  in  reflections 
single  cups  of  coffee 
avoiding  the  uninhabited  street 
dark  corners  await  these  four 
how  did  they  get  inside? 

I  wonder  about 
aimlessly  wishing 
in  so  many  diners 
so  many  windows 
for  an  intimate  clutter 
some  passionate  disturbance 

a  fork  to  crash  to  the  floor 


Finley  Bullard 
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Inside  A  Snell 


by  Micnael  Hempnill 


From  his  folding  chair  with  its  legs  sub- 
merged in  sand,  James  observed  his 
younger  son  Tim  scurrying  along  the 
beach.  Tim  scampered  in  the  surf,  searching  in  the 
sands  and  beneath  the  receding  tides  for  seashells. 
Hunched  over  like  a  wrinkled  old  man,  he  snatched 
a  shell  from  its  graveyard  before  the  sea  could  re- 
claim it  for  its  own.  In  response  to  this  theft,  the 
angry,  morning  sea  sent  a  huge  wave  crashing  on 
the  beach,  but  with  the  agility  of  a  crab  Tim  side- 
stepped away  from  the  ocean  to  safety  as  the  wave 
clapped  the  sand. 

"Look,  Daddy,"  he  shouted  as  he  approached 
James.  His  hand  was  high  above  his  head  hold- 
ing the  object.  "Look  what  I  found,  it's  like  one 
of  those  shells  you  can  blow  into  and  it  makes 
noise,  except  this  one's  smaller." 

He  gently  placed  it  in  James'  hand,  careful  not 
to  chip  the  shell's  fragile  edges. 

James  held  it  close  to  his  eye  and  peered  into  the 
shell.  Deep  inside  were  the  jelly-like  legs  of  a  snail 
or  a  mollusk  which  had  used  the  fossil  as  a  home 
rather  than  as  decoration  which  was  Tim's  design, 
lames  directed  Tim's  wondrous  gaze  to  the  shell  and 
pointed  out  the  creature  which  inhabited  it. 

"How  can  they  live  in  there?"  asked  Tim.  even 
more  amazed  than  when  he  found  it.  "I  thought 
shells  were  dead." 

"They  are  dead.  But  the  crab  inside  is  alive. 
When  this  crab  gets  to  be  too  big,  he  will  find  a 
larger  shell  and  a  smaller  crab  will  fill  this  one. 
Understand?  Why  don't  you  go  put  the  shell  back 
in  the  water  so  the  crab  won't  die." 

Tim  took  the  crab,  but  the  look  of  confusion 
mixed  with  amazement  remained  on  his  face.  He 
continued  studying  the  shell  as  if  the  answer  would 


ooze  out  of  the  hole  in  which  the  crab  lived.  Fi- 
nally, James  ruffled  his  son's  hair  and  asked. 
"What's  the  matter?" 

Tim  looked  at  his  father  with  a  questioning 
stare  and  asked,  "But  where  does  the  shell  come 
from?" 

James  pondered  the  question  for  a  minute,  a 
question  that  had  never  entered  his  mind  before. 
Where  does  the  shell  come  from?  He  examined  the 
sea  waiting  for  help,  but  the  conclusion  which  he 
shared  with  his  son  was  the  most  honest  to  this 
mystery. 

"1  don't  know."  Tim  seemed  satisfied  with  the 
answer  and  ran  back  to  the  water  to  return  the  crab. 
He  then  continued  down  the  beach  on  his  quest 
for  more  shells.  While  James  watched  his  son 
scramble  along  the  shore,  he  realized  that  this  was 
good,  even  despite  the  unanswerable  questions. 

What  can  I  do?  He  knew  he  needed  to  get 
out.  Out  from  the  endless  workweeks,  the  suffo- 
cating workties,  the  constant  workworry.  Numb- 
ness had  set  in,  creeping  up  his  back  like  aging 
wrinkles  as  he  went  home  night  after  night  to  stare 
at  the  television  before  curling  up  on  the  couch  to 
sleep  until  Brenda  woke  him  to  come  to  bed  with 
her.  I'm  tired  because  of  work,  he  thought,  but  I 
used  to  not  be  tired.  What  has  happened?  He 
had  seen  this  weariness  affect  his  middle-aged 
friends  who  now  lived  in  one  bedroom  apartments 
eating  cold  pizza  for  breakfast  and  drinking  cold 
beer  at  night.  James  felt  sure  this  would  not  hap- 
pen to  him  because  he  felt  he  knew  the  right  terms: 
acceptance,  assimilation,  accommodation.  But  this 
acknowledgement  was  not  enough.  He  needed 
something  else,  something  more.     It  was  there  at 
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one  time,  he  remembered.  But  now  it  was  gone, 
like  the  passion-pacl<ed  nights  with  his  wife  Brenda. 
Where  has  it  gone?  He  knew  she  felt  the  strain, 
too,  but  no  answers  could  be  found  except  while 
lying  on  the  couch,  watching  the  television  screen 
at  2:00  in  the  morning.  So  when  she  announced 
that  she  and  the  children  wanted  to  go  to  the 
beach,  James  surrendered  although  he  wanted  the 
quiet. 

But  after  the  packing  of  short  sleeve  shirts,  flip- 
flops,  beach  towels,  shovels  and  sand  buckets,  and 
after  spending  the  night  halfway  between  Kentucky 
and  Florida,  after  driving  the  four  remaining  hours 
to  the  Florida  state  line  (with  many  stops  in  be- 
tween for  Tim,  the  four  year  old  who  had  not  yet 
negotiated  extensive  bladder  control),  and  after 
James  walked  through  the  house  which  his  wife  had 
rented  on  an  isolated  spot  with  only  one  other 
house  across  the  street  away  from  the  water,  only 
after  all  of  that  did  James  see  the  benefits  of  the 
beach. 

He  envisioned  the  midnight  strolls  along  a 
desolate  sandy  strip  with  waves  tickling  the  tops  of 
his  and  Brenda's  feet  while  Jerry  who  was  almost 
a  teenager  stayed  with  Tim  at  the  house.  He  saw 
a  chance  to  reclaim  their  youth  as  they  tooi<  off 
their  fiimsy  clothes  to  nervously  wade  further  out 
into  the  gulf.  He  would  finally  embrace  her  and 
keep  her  afloat  when  the  water  became  too  deep 
for  her.  He  would  hold  her  in  his  arms  like  an 
infant,  aided  by  the  womb-like  buoyancy  provided 
by  the  water.  And  then  returning  to  the  sandy 
shore,  they  would  collapse  onto  a  beach  towel  to 
make  love,  trying  not  to  roll  off  the  towel  because 
the  sand  would  stick  to  their  bodies.  That  was  his 
dream. 

"Yes,"  James  muttered  to  himself,  "I'm  glad  we 
came  to  the  beach."  He  felt  a  hand  brush  his  back 
like  a  cool  wind.  He  turned  around  where  his  wife 
met  him  with  a  soft  kiss  on  his  lips.  He  pulled 
back  surprised  and  embarrassed  for  his  sons  were 
looking  at  them.    But  she  only  smiled. 

"You  know  we  needed  this,  don't  you?"  she 
said,  guiding  him  to  the  trunk  where  all  the  suit- 
cases were  packed. 

"Like  I  just  said,  I'm  glad  we  came  to  the 
beach." 


"Can  we  go  to  the  beach.  Dad?"  Tim  cried, 
clapping  his  hands  like  a  trained  seal  and  jumping 
up  and  down  as  he  pointed  over  the  palm  trees 
towards  the  gulf  whose  waves  he  heard  crashing  on 
the  beach.    "Please  Dad,  can  we,  huh,  can  we?" 

jerry  lightly  shoved  his  brother  and  handed  him 
a  small  suitcase.  "Only  after  we  unpack,  right 
Dad?" 

James  looked  at  his  family  standing  there  ready 
to  do  anything  to  please  him,  as  if  he  had  been 
diagnosed  with  cancer.  Thank  you.  Jerry.  His  face 
cracked  into  a  smile  and  he  said,  "Right.  Let's  get 
this  stuff  inside." 

When  they  finished  unpacking  and  settling 
themselves  in  the  two  bedrooms — a  large  kingsize 
bedroom  for  James  and  Brenda  and  bunk-beds  for 
their  sons — they  made  their  first  trek  to  the  shore. 
It  was  just  past  noon  and  the  waves  had  greatly 
subsided  since  James  first  glimpsed  the  water  from 
their  deck.  Jerry  looked  around,  and  seeing  no  one 
except  his  family  and  a  big,  sunburnt  man  down 
the  beach  with  a  metal  detector  searching  for  lost 
quarters  and  forgotten  jewelry,  he  let  out  a  yell  and 
ran  right  into  the  water,  running  until  his  legs 
could  not  fight  the  water  any  longer.  He  then  dove 
into  an  incoming  wave,  surfacing  skyward  like  a 
manned  rocket  when  the  wave  passed  only  to 
splash  down  right  in  the  next  wave.  Not  as  dar- 
ing as  his  older  brother,  Tim,  cocooned  inside  a 
life  jacket  and  arm  floats,  timidly  waded  in  the 
foam  forgotten  by  the  ebbing  sea.  He  gradually 
worked  his  way  further  in  the  water,  but  skipped 
out  when  a  large  wave  crashed  a  few  feet  before 
him.    All  of  this  was  two  days  ago. 

Now,  without  his  fioats  and  life  jacket,  he  flew 
down  the  beach  like  a  flighty  butterfly  looking  for 
a  vast  array  of  shells  to  line  across  the  railings  on 
the  house  deck  to  dry  in  the  sun.  James  watched 
his  son  a  little  longer  and  then  looked  at  Brenda 
who  sat  next  to  him  shaded  by  the  umbrella  to  her 
right.  She  smiled  at  him  and  he  could  see  the 
pleasure  hidden  behind  her  sunglasses  at  being  at 
the  beach.  He  felt  content  and  warm  lying  in  the 
sun  in  an  effort  to  regain  a  tan  which  he  lost  fif- 
teen years  ago.  He  resumed  reading  with  the 
sounds  of  the  sea  and  his  children's  laughter 
washing  over  him  with  the  warm  wave. 
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Remeraber  (Part  I) 

When  you  pushed  me  off  toward  the  end 

Smudged  me  into  a  corner  and  out  of  you 

How  I  hid  in  the  corner 

(Like  bad  girls  do) 

Until  you  saved  me 

Smoothed  my  hair 

And  closed  my  eyes 

Carolyn  Hemnree 


The  solitude  did  not  last  long.  A  bright  green 
bus  painted  with  a  rainbow  of  flowers  groaned  to 
a  halt  on  the  road  behind  them.  About  twenty 
teenage  girls  got  out  wearing  only  bikinis  with 
towels  draped  around  their  necks.  Jerry  immedi- 
ately rushed  from  the  ocean  and  tossed  aside  the 
raft  which  he  had  used  to  ride  the  waves.  He 
stretched  out  on  his  towel  and  soaked  his  white 
body  in  suntan  oil  which  glimmered  off  of  him  like 
grease  on  fat.  He  then  whipped  out  his  imitation 
Ray-Ban  glasses  to  complete  the  picture.  But  the 
girls  did  not  notice  him  as  they  strutted  to  the 
beach. 

They  spread  their  towels  out  over  the  sand 
creating  a  field  of  poppies,  each  one  different  and 
vibrant  in  James'  eye.  While  Tim  built  his  castle 
and  Jerry  tanned  himself,  James  occasionally  looked 
at  the  group  of  teenagers  parading  before  him  like 
a  circus.  He  could  not  help  but  look  at  them  as 
if  he  were  in  an  art  gallery.  He  admired  the 
shapes,  the  shading,  the  colors  of  the  girls  as  they 
stroked  their  fingers  through  her  hair,  or  pulled 
themselves  up  onto  their  elbows  to  look  out  over 
the  water.  He  had  never  cheated  on  his  wife,  but 
he  did  enjoy  admiring  the  art  works  as  they  passed 
before  him.  There  was  a  Monet  composed  of  light, 
pastel  parts  which  when  looked  at  individually  were 
not  impressive,  but  when  viewed  as  a  whole  re- 
vealed a  soft,  beautiful  girl.  A  huge-breasted  girl 
with  real  skinny  legs  walked  by  next.  Picasso. 
Another  lovely  piece,  probably  a  Rembrandt,  was 
lying  down  on  her — 

"Why  are  you  looking  at  that  girl,  Dad?" 
asked  Tim. 


"Yeah,  Dad,"  mimicked  Jerry,  ap- 
parently feeling  dejected  and  defiant  at 
the  girls  who  passed  him  without  a 
glance,  "Why  are  you  looking  at  that 
girl?" 

James  was  humiliated,  not  so  much 
at  being  caught,  but  having  looked  long 
enough   to  get   caught.      Why  did  I 
look?     It  seemed  like  only  weeks  ago 
when  he  still  thought  Brenda  was  the 
most  beautiful  woman  in  the  world,  not 
so  much  the  physical  features  but  the 
inner  wonder  and  vibrancy  which  ex- 
uded from  her  skin  enhancing  and  perfecting  her 
outer  shell  as  if  the  inside  and  outside  were  con- 
tinuous and  not  two  separate  dimensions  separated 
by  skin,  almost  like  a  sponge  which  gains  more 
depth  and  solidness  the  further  down  the  water 
penetrates.      And   when   squeezed,    pure  water 
bubbles  out  leaving  it  light  and  open.     Where  had 
that  gone?    He  became  angry  at  her  and  at  him- 
self for  having  changed.     He  had  begun  noticing 
the  bouncy  thighs,  the  etched  facial  line  which  ap- 
peared when  she  frowned,  the  few  strands  of  gray 
in  a  headful  of  unkempt  brunette  hair  which  she 
pulled  back  behind  her  ear  when  hurriedly  prepar- 
ing dinner  for  him  and  her  sons.     It  was  these 
perceptual  changes  which   had  averted   his  gaze 
from  his  family  to  the  blond  two-piece,  and  now 
he  was  caught  red-faced  by  two  questioning  sons 
and  a  perturbed  wife.    I'm  sorry,  he  wanted  to  say. 
But  instead  of  answering,  he  stood  up,  grabbed 
Tim  and  walked  down  the  beach.  Tim  clutching 
two  of  James'   fingers  as  they  waded  along  the 
shore.     When  a  larger  wave  approached,   Tim 
squeezed  James'  fingers  tighter  and  James  lifted  the 
boy  above  the  water  which  may  have  swept  him  off 
of  his  feet. 

That  night  he  came  to  her  with  a  look  of 
apology.  She  responded  with  forgiveness  and 
laughter.  They  embraced  and  went  to  the  beach. 
leaving  Jerry  to  protect  the  house  and  Tim.  They 
walked  hand  in  hand  down  the  beach,  and  slowly, 
gradually,  on  that  single  night,  James'  dreams  and 
promises  about  what  the  vacation  could  be 
became  true. 
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They  awoke  late  the  next  morning,  long  after 
Tim  had  pounded  the  locked  door,  pleading  to  be 
taken  to  the  beach.  James  kept  postponing  their 
inevitable  trek  to  the  shore,  as  if  the  journey  re- 
sembled that  of  a  flock  of  lemmings  whose  lives 
would  end  as  soon  as  they  left  the  sanctity  of  the 
condominium  and  stepped  into  the  incoming  tide 
of  the  gulf.  Finally,  Brenda  called  out  to  the  boys, 
"O.K.  Get  your  bathing  suits  on."  She  then 
placed  a  hand  on  James'  bare  chest  and  whispered, 
"Good  morning,  loverboy." 

He  was  awake. 

She  had  to  forcefully  keep  him  off  of  her  as 
she  got  out  of  bed  to  dress  for  another  day  on  the 
beach.  While  he  watched  her  put  on  a  one-piece, 
he  thought  about  the  passion-packed  night  before 
and  smiled  confidently  to  himself,  feeling  jubilant 
and  full  like  a  blowfish.  Everything  will  be  all  right. 

After  some  prodding,  he  got  dressed  and  the 
four  processed  down  the  three  new  flights  of  steps, 
across  the  grass  yard  where  the  pool  was  located, 
down  another  rotting  wooden  flight  of  steps  and 
across  the  beach  to  where  they  fixed  their  two 
chairs  and  tent-like  umbreDa  just  before  the  ebb- 
ing tide.  Tim  begged  James  to  fly  the  kite,  which 
he  did  while  Jerry  lay  on  his  towel  and  rubbed 


suntan  oil  over  his  lobster  red  body.  "The  chicks 
will  love  it,"  he  said  while  applying  the  oil  on  his 
hairless  stomach. 

"I'm  sure  they  will,"  James  said.  The  kite  flew 
further  and  further  into  the  air  as  James  unwound 
more  string.  Tim  laughed  when  the  wind  toyed 
with  the  kite,  leading  it  back  and  forth  across  the 
sky  like  a  cat  chasing  a  mouse.  But  Tim  became 
bored  and  went  to  look  for  sand  dollars.  Instead 
of  reeling  in  the  kite,  James  tied  it  to  the  umbrella 
stand  and  sat  down  next  to  his  wife  to  read  his 
book. 

The  day  passed  quickly,  almost  imperceptibly, 
like  the  thundercloud  which  threatened  to  drive  the 
family  inside.  But  it  moved  on  behind  them  to  the 
east.  James  was  absorbed  in  his  book  and  in  the 
calm  of  the  day  (especially  since  the  green  bus  had 
not  arrived).  Jerry's  movements  were  not  that 
difficult  to  trace,  either  crashing  the  tide  or  laying 
on  his  towel  bathed  in  suntan  oil.  Tim  became 
bored  with  his  foundering  sand  castle  and  asked 
James  for  help. 

"I  will  in  a  little  while,  Tim.  Let  me  finish  this 
chapter." 

"But  Daddy,  it's  caving  in.    Please,  help." 

"Tim,   I  said   I  would  help  in  a  little  while. 
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girl 

pale,  discarded  face — 

the  girl  you  once  remembered  well 

she  has  gone 

and  left  a  tangled  heap  on  your  porch 

you  pick  it  up  and  the  wan 

rope  tightens  round  your  neck 

the  anger  fighting  to  be  released 

lashes  out  at  you 

strips  you  of  your  finest  senses 

the  ones  you  believed  were  tuned  sharp 

like  a  piano's  keys  they  turn  sour 

bitter 

not  different  from  the  girl  you 

once  remembered  so  well 

and  left  in  a  tangled  heap 

at  the  foot  of  the  bed 
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Now  keep  playing  and  leave  Mommy  and  Daddy 
alone." 

Brenda  put  down  her  book  and  went  to  help 
Tim  with  his  castle.  Why  not  back  mc  up  on  this? 
She  was  supposed  to  support  his  decisions,  not 
make  him  appear  as  the  bad  guy.  He  felt  he 
would  do  the  same  for  her.  After  a  few  minutes 
when  the  battlements  were  repaired  and  the  moat 
dug  and  filled  with  sea  water,  she  returned  to  her 
seat  and  began  reading  again. 

"I  wish  you  wouldn't  have  done  that,"  James 
said.  "He  was  fine  without  us.  I  always  back  your 
decisions,  I  wish  you  would  do  the  same  for  me." 
Brenda  did  not  respond.  In  a  more  supplicating 
voice,  he  continued.  "I  don't  mean  to  sound  cold 
here,  babe,  but  we  need  our  time  for  fun  too." 

Brenda's  reaction  was  quick.  "All  he  asked  for 
was  a  little  help,  but  you  had  to  finish  your  chap- 
ter? Really?  Why  couldn't  you  help  him  just  a 
little  bit,  just  once  in  a  while  instead  of  being 
caught  up  in  you?  Thai's  what  we  came  here  for, 
isn't  it?" 

"Look,  honey.  They're  fine  without  us. 
They're  here  at  the  beach.  That's  all  they  need 
right  now.  I  thought  we  were  here  for  us,  so  we 
can  have  fun." 

She  seemed  to  become  more  understanding  or 


more  resigned,  fames  could  not  decide. 
"We  are  having  fun,  but  the  boys  must 
have  fun  too.  They  need  to  be  happy." 
lames  looked  at  his  feet  and 
rubbed  his  toes  back  and  forth,  scrub- 
bing the  sand  between  them.  He 
thought  about  lying  on  the  couch  at 
nights  watching  T.V.  He  thought 
about  being  tired  of  work.  He  thought 
about  his  friends.  He  thought  about 
the  green  bus.  He  then  looked  at 
Brenda  and  said,  "I'm  not  happy." 

Her   shoulders    slumped.      She 
leaned  back  in  her  chair  and  looked  at 
her  book.     James  knew  he  had  made 
a  mistake.    No.    I  meant  to  say  I'm  not 
happy  because  we're  not  happy.    But  he 
had   stopped   half-way.      Why?      He 
glanced  at  her  once  more,  her  sun- 
glasses masking  her  eyes,  the  umbrella 
shading  her  skin.    He  wanted  to  touch  her,  wanted 
to  finish  the  sentence,  but  she  was  sealed  off  to 
him. 

That  night  as  they  lay  in  bed,  he  reached  out 
to  her  asking  for  mercy  once  again.  He  touched 
her  back  which  was  faced  towards  him,  but  for- 
giveness never  came.  She  curled  her  back  even 
more,  hardening  herself,  offering  no  warmth  to  her 
husband  who  lay  there  feeling  the  rough  ridges  of 
her  spine,  knowing  that  he  would  be  forgiven,  but 
not  tonight. 

The  next  day  dawned  with  rebirth  as  he  awoke 
to  her  kiss.  Without  saying  anything  she  left  the 
bed  to  awake  the  boys  in  preparation  for  their  last 
day  at  the  beach.  James  hurried  himself  to  help 
her.  They  spent  all  morning  by  the  water,  return- 
ing shortly  after  lunch,  planning  to  stay  until  the 
sun  set  over  the  oceany  horizon.  All  day.  their  kite 
hovered  over  them  like  a  distant  memory,  forgot- 
ten by  everyone  as  soon  as  Tim  became  bored  with 
it  and  James  tied  it  to  the  umbrella.  Once  again 
they  were  alone  there,  except  for  the  big  man  who 
had  exchanged  his  metal  detector  for  a  stunt  kite. 
This  was  not  the  simple  one-stringer  which  flew 
lazily  above  James'  head,  but  an  acrobatic  kite  with 
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two  strings  which  when  pulled  caused  the  kite  to 
turn  in  circles,  zoom  across  the  sky  and  plummet 
towards  the  sand,  rising  with  the  snap  of  his  wrist 
just  before  it  touched. 

James  observed  the  entire  scene  for  a  few 
minutes  in  wonder  as  the  kite  continued  its  three- 
ring  circus. 

Suddenly  a  gust  of  wind  blew  the  man's  stunt 
kite  right  into  )ames'  one-stringer  getting  the  lines 
tangled.  The  man  stormed  over  to  lames'  family, 
but  instead  of  apologizing,  yelled,  "What  the  hell 
you  got  that  thing  up  there  for  if  you  aren't  going 
to  fly  it?!"  He  grabbed  all  three  lines  and  pro- 
ceeded to  untangle  them,  weaving  each  one  in  and 
out  of  the  others  as  if  he  was  unknitting  a  piece 
of  tightly  woven  cloth. 

"I'm  sorry,  sir,"  )ames  replied,  "But  we  are 
flying  our  kite."  He  was  baffled  at  the  man's  out- 
rage, but  he  also  wanted  to  maintain  a  position  of 
respectability  to  his  wife  and  sons.  "You  could  lly 
your  kite  somewhere  else." 

"You  tellin'  me  what  to  do?"  he  demanded. 
"Huh,  is  that  what  you're  doin'?  'Cause  if  you  are 
you  can  fuck  off!" 

James  was  unprepared  for  this  attack  but  the 
assault  continued. 

"Now  get  your  kite  out  of  here  if  you're  not 
gonna  fly  it!" 

James  turned  to  reel  in  his  kite  not  wanting  to 
create  any  more  of  a  scene  than  there  already  was. 
He  simply  wanted  him  away.  He  glanced  towards 
his  wife  and  saw  her  disapproving  look  as  if  she 
thought.  Why  not  tell  him  to  fuck  off?  Everything 
had  been  so  perfect,  a  clear  blue  day  till  the  dark 
cloud  shaped  like  a  buffalo  billowed  in  the  sky  de- 
manding everyone's  attention  and  fear.  Why  not 
tell  hiiu?  There  had  been  a  promise  of  recovery. 
But  not  now.  James  then  looked  at  his  sons  who 
gawked  at  the  huge  man  with  the  red  face.  The 
rage  swelled  up  in  him  as  his  attention  focused  on 
the  terror  in  Tim's  face.  He  cursed  at  my  boy. 
He  cursed  at  my  boy.  Before  time  could  calm  his 
anger  he  whipped  out  his  set  of  keys  which  held 
the  miniature  pocket  knife  between  his  office  and 
car  keys.  He  turned  to  the  man  who  was  begin- 
ning to  walk  away,  and  opened  the  blade.  James 
raised  the  knife  above  his  head  and  in  an  arcing 


sweep  severed  the  stunt  kite's  two  lines.  The  fat 
man  whipped  around  as  soon  as  he  felt  the  strings 
go  slack  in  his  hand,  looking  like  an  angry  child 
who  had  lost  his  balloons  at  the  fair.  James  looked 
up  at  the  kite  flying  higher  and  further  away  from 
him.  Now  it  is  better.  But  the  satisfaction  did  not 
last  long. 

"James!"  his  wife  screamed,  but  she  was  too 
late  as  the  fat  man's  fist,  still  holding  the  limp 
strings,  smashed  into  James'  jaw.  James  sank  into 
his  chair  as  if  he  were  filled  with  wet  sand,  but 
before  the  storm  continued,  Brenda  jumped  out  of 
her  chair  and  shouted,  "Wait!  Let  me  pay  you  for 
the  kite." 

The  man  gradually  calmed,  his  breathing  sub- 
sided and  his  clenched  fists  relaxed  allowing  the 
dead  strings  to  fall  to  the  ground.  "That'll  be 
fine,"  he  said,  and  he  walked  away  pocketing  the 
twenty  dollar  bill  that  Brenda  had  offered  him. 

Brenda  called  to  her  sons  staring  open- 
mouthed  at  what  had  just  occurred,  and  said, 
"Ixt's  go  back  to  the  condo,  boys.  Your  father  will 
be  along  soon."  She  distributed  the  shovels,  raft, 
balls  and  chair  to  her  sons  and  they  began  carry- 
ing the  beach  articles  back  to  the  condo.  She  then 
unwrapped  the  kite  from  the  umbrella  and  let  it 
soar  off  to  find  the  two-stringer.  With  her  free 
hand  she  touched  James'  face  and  asked,  "Are  you 
O.K.?" 

What  is  happening?  He  bobbed  his  head  up 
and  down  like  a  buoy  in  a  pond,  unable  to  look 
at  his  wife.  She  patted  his  shoulder  and  went  to 
catch  up  with  Jerry  and  Tim.  A  wave  crashed  on 
the  beach  sending  a  strong  current  towards  lames' 
chair.  The  hard-packed  sand  beneath  his  chair 
crumbled  under  the  water  causing  the  chair  legs  to 
sink  a  couple  of  inches  in  the  sand.  James  sat  in 
his  sinking  chair  and  looked  out  across  the  be- 
calmed water.  He  then  looked  up  to  see  his  kite 
hovering  close  by.  He  thought  that  it  might  come 
back  to  him,  perhaps  drifting  downwards  in  the 
dying  wind.  But  a  gust  from  the  ocean  swept 
across  his  face  and  the  kite  floated  higher  and 
further  away  until  it  was  no  more  than  a  speck. 

Michael  Hemphill  Is  a  senior  German  minor  from 
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